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Over the next few 

months we became 
reacquainted. This in 
every way felt bizarre 
since we had once almost 
been of one mind. 
Perhaps it could not be 
helped, these strange 
feelings, when two who 
were once so close have 
drifted apart so far. 
Nonetheless we again 
came to know each 
other’s minds and ways, 
and if we were no longer 
one person, we were most 
definitely family. On the 
matter of the borrowed 
money that had begun my 
search, I had found that 
my brother was not 
entirely at fault. Those 
whom he had borrowed 
from had assumed it was 
me they were dealing with 
and had not even asked 
his name. Alceeair had 
been surprised at their 
generosity, but had been 
strapped for cash and 
not too inclined to look 
the gift horse in the 
mouth as it were. 
Between the two of us 

we had enough funds to 


clear my brother’s debts, 
and we proceeded to do 
so. It happened that 
Alczeeair was also a 
lumberjack anda 
carpenter, so we combined 
our skills and began 
making a very respectable 
living. Between the two 
of us almost every shield 
sold in Britain was one 
of ours, and we had 

began working our way 
into the furniture 
business as well. We 
started by building crates 
and such for the 
dockhands, but we quickly 
found that the market 

for such things was quite 
limited. We had been 
lucky and started at a 
time when those goods 
were needed, and so had 
made a good if modest 
profit from it. We found 
that to continue making 
profit from this we would 
have to advance to a 
higher quality of furniture 
and get away from the 
rough items we had been 
dealing with. About this 
time we found out that 

we knew less then we 

had thought. Both of us 
searched the town top to 
bottom, and nowhere could 
we find anyone willing to 
teach us more than we 
already knew. Our other 
option was to study 
examples of better work, 
but none of the wealthy 
in town would allow the 
likes of us in their 
homes. So we continued 

as we had, marketing 
shields and selling an 


occasional crate or two 
at the docks. As I’m 

sure the reader can 
guess, it was not long 
after that we had 

glutted the markets for 
all those things that we 
could make, and our 
income went to nothing. 
My brother had become 
quite moody by the time 
the gold had run low, and 
I finally confronted him 
about it. He was 
frustrated at not being 
able to advance our craft 
and our dwindling gold 
reserves had not helped 
at all. It was obvious 
that we needed to do 
something about our 
situation, now, or starve. 
We talked long into the 
night about our future, 
and formed a dangerous 
and foolhardy plan. We 
would travel to Yew, 
where we knew that we 
could find a Master 
Carpenter to take us 
under his wing. Now I 
know that those who have 
never known just one 

land are crying out about 
how easy it is! Just take 
the moon gate to Yew! 
Others would be thinking 
of the stinking bog that 
surrounds the town and 
thinking that is the 
danger I speak of. 
However either of those 
would be wrong! This was 
many, many years ago and 
Yew was in fact the 
capital of all wood 
crafting. A lovelier place 
you could not imagine in 
your life! Nor were the 


moon gates friendly in 
those days. Today mages 
have found the magic 
needed to tame the gates 
so that one can go 
wherever they wish. Back 
then the gates changed 
destinations depending on 
the phase of the two 
moons. Unless you were 
well versed in the phases 
of the moon, and had 

deep knowledge of the 
gates, you were very 
unlikely to get to the 
destination that you were 
hoping for. There was 
also the fact that these 
were the days long 

before the King created 
Trammel, and bandits 
would stake out the 
gates, waiting for those 
who would come though. 
Many a time I had heard 
stories from the guards 
of ambushes at the 

gates, and I knew that 
without a large force 
with me to combat 
bandits, it would likely be 
suicide. With these things 
in mind, my brother and I 
decided to make the trip 
to Yew overland. We 
bought maps of the areas 
we would be traveling 
through, and we were able 
to plot a path through 
the wilderness that would 
avoid many of the 

common pitfalls. We also 
consulted with those at 
the warriors’ guild who 
had traveled the land and 
gained from them more 
tips that would keep us 
safe. To this end we 
practiced our woods lore, 


both tracking and hiding. I 
learned more quickly than 
my brother of course, 
since I was relearning 
skills I had once known 
and he was learning these 
skills from scratch. Once 
we were both confident in 
our abilities we set forth 
to find Yew! We left on 
the NE road from 

Britain, and had few 
problems on the road. 
Constantly we looked for 
places to hide, and 
several times this let us 
avoid people and monsters 
that we would as soon 

not meet. When we 

reached the first guard 
outpost, they warned us 
of the Bog of Desolation. 
Hearing one of the 

royal guard advising us to 
skirt the Bog instead of 
taking the road, which 
ran through it, shocked 
me beyond words. 
Unfortunately I did not 
heed his advice, though 
my brother begged me to 
go around. With Alceeair 
reluctantly following me, 
we headed in the next 
day. My first encounter 
with a slime taught me 
some respect for the 
swamp. I was in the 
middle of complaining that 
slimes were in no way as 
dangerous as we had been 
told, when my chuckling 
brother pointed at my 
sword that was in the 
middle of dissolving from 
the slime’s acid. Mostly 
we ran through the 

swamp after that. There 
was a lot to kill us, but 


little that could catch us 
to do so! The journey 
from that point on was 
simple, as long as we hid 
every time something 

came up. We were both 
tracking constantly looking 
for danger. Paranoid it 
might have been, but we 
were justified by the 
corpses we found of 

those travelers that did 
not take as much care 

as we did. The next 
outpost we came to 
bordered a great desert, 
and here the road split 
up. After asking the 
guards we found that not 
only was the left road 
the correct way to Yew, 
but also within the 
desert was the Shrine of 
Compassion. Nothing would 
then convince my brother 
to pass it by, for I had 
told him of my decent 
into evil, and of the trial 
by the virtues. He 
refused to budge unless I 
visited the Shrine to 
pray. Had he been able to 
see the future however, I 
doubt that he would have 
taken that particular 
stand. To save us both 
the humiliation of that 
portion of our trip I will 
just say that we did in 
fact make it to the 
Shrine of Compassion, I 
did indeed pray there, it 
greatly lifted my spirit, 
and my brother still does 
not like speaking about 
the trip in and out of 
that desert. Let’s just 
say that scorpions have 
painful stings, one of us 


had to sleep face down 
for a few weeks, and 
thank the virtues it was 
not me! (Sorry brother!) 
The rest of the trip 
truly was uneventful. 
Perhaps that was because 
when we found that we 
were very near the 
Shrine of Chaos, we 
decided to pass it by. 
We of course had the 
ever-present bandits and 
monsters of the minor 
and major varieties, which 
kept us from getting 
bored. I suppose that to 
someone from today, that 
was a very minor trip, 
but to us it was the 
bravest thing we had 
done in our young lives. 
With that feeling of 
triumph we came into the 
town of Yew. The town 
and the surrounding 
forest awed us. We felt 
as if nothing could stop 
us! But that, dear 
reader, is another story 
for another time. 
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